THE TRAIN
to his kiss on purpose, so as to laugh at him afterwards!
No, no. Her eyes had sparkled, she had kissed him,
kissed him!
"What's the matter with you, are you drunk?" his
mother asked quietly and sadly.
He said nothing but hurried to the room where his
bed was. He did not undress, but sat down, his arms
embracing his knees, his burning forehead resting on
them. That was how he finally fell asleep just before
dawn, but even in his dreams her grey eyes glowed
before him and her soft lips stirred gently beneath his.
In the morning one of the schoolboys brought him
his cap. He trembled as though it had been a letter from
Faina instead of just a cap.
He would go to her! ... But shame stopped him. ...
How would he go in? What would he say? She would
laugh, and what would he do ... stand there silent?
Look at pictures? He was tired of saying nothing and
looking at pictures, he wanted to kiss her, he wanted to
be with her always, beside her, in her room!
In the evening he would see her in the club and would
tell her that... if his courage did not fail him.
That evening was appointed for the opening of the
club. Danilov was late because, do what he might, he
could not find the words for what he wanted to tell
her. ... He did not even go there to nail up the curtains
and hang the posters ... all the other Youth League
members were there, but he did not go because he was
afraid to meet her.
When he entered the room, the formal meeting was in
progress, Faina was sitting on the presidium beside the
chairman of the village Soviet, with a stranger in town
clothes on her other hand—a man who had come from
the regional executive committee for the opening
ceremony. There were speeches, applause.
Danilov clapped with the rest, but he understood
aothing, he only saw Falna's free, proud bearing, saw
lier whispering with the man from town, saw how lovely
was—and nothing more. He tried to catch her eye,
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